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but a shadow of life, the genius of true Turkish poetry has
begun to stir. In the works of Yahya Efendi and his followers
there is a germ of vitality destined to spring into the full
life of later times. Now in the ghazels of the master and
his school, now in the sharqis of Nazfm, for half a century
has this living element been struggling desperately with the
paralysing forces of conventionality and tradition, till at
length in the Khayriyya it has hurled the enemy to the
ground. Thereupon all Turkey is exultant, and, hailing Nabi
as King of Poets, crowns him with a wreath which two
hundred years have not availed to wither.

This conquering spirit, which is none other than the
national genius, has come, like the prince in the fairy tale,
to awake the Turkish Muse from her long sleep, has come
to release her from the mesmerism of the Persian, under
which for these three centuries and a half her every step,
her every movement, has been but the response to some
pass of her controller.